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of the things I might have recorded will be accessible to
you elsewhere.
What part we intend to take in the European -war has
been the burning question that monopolizes all conversation.
The controversy between the preparedness advocates and
the peace-at-any-pricers grows more acrimonious; or,
rather, the onslaughts of the militant group against the
pacifists are becoming more savage. The latter are on the
defensive; and, I think, on the decline.
Anyone who would have risked saying, a year ago, in
the conservative atmosphere of St. Paul's Cathedral, that
"a pacifist is an anarchist," might have found himself
criticized; but it was said there, a month ago, and it does not
appear that the statement has been challenged. Thus far
have we moved toward a warlike mind.
Many solidly substantial men, whose normal attitude
toward debatable questions has testified to their sound
judgment and sportsmanly tolerance, have lately given
themselves to expressions of opinions so hot that they
sizzle and splutter. A man can hardly believe his ears. Con-
servative old codgers, some of whom have never been
notorious for any other extravagance, are now quoted as
making wild remarks utterly foreign to their training aad
temperament.
There is manifest, on every hand, a pious lip-service to
patriotism. The theatre orchestra always plays the National
Anthem now with unprecedented vigour; standing in a
row facing the audience, and blowing itself pop-eyed and
purple, perhaps to give assurance of its own loyalty, for the
names and personal architecture of many of our professional
musicians are unmistakably Teutonic*